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the very little more that we allow ourselves beyond
what the actual poor can get at, that makes what I call
a treat—when two people living together, as we have
done, now and then indulge themselves in a cheap
luxury, which both like; while each apologises, and is
willing to take both halves of the blame to his single
share. I see no harm in people making much of them-
selves in that sense of the word. It may give them a
hint how to make much of others. But now—what I
mean by the word—we never do make much of ourselves.
None but the poor can do it. I do not mean the veriest
poor of all, but persons as we were, just above poverty.
" I know what you were going to say, that it is mighty
pleasant at the end of the year to make all meet—and
much ado we used to have every Thirty first Night of
December to account for our exceedings—many a long
face did you make over your puzzled accounts, and in
contriving to make it out how we had spent so much—
or that we had not spent so much—or that it was im-
possible we should spend so much next year—and still
we found our slender capital decreasing—but then,
betwixt ways, and projects, and compromises of one sort
or another, and talk of curtailing this charge, and doing
without that for the future—and the hope that youth
brings, and laughing spirits (in which you were never
poor till now,) we pocketed up our loss, and in conclu-
sion, with 'lusty brimmers' .(as you used to quote it out
of hearty cheerful Mr. Cotton, as you called him), we used
to welcome in the 'coming guest.* Now we have no
reckoning at all at the end of the old year—no flattering
promises about the new year doing better for us."
Bridget is so sparing of her speech on most occasions,
that when she gets into a rhetorical vein, I am careful

